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“What Fools Ghese Mortals Be!” 


Congress ? 
FY HONEST jan’s the noblest work of God. 
i — 
Memo. for the Chief of the United States Secret Service Bureau: 
One “My dear Senator” in the hand in Washington is better 


than a dozen moonshine distilleries in the bush of Arkansas or 
‘Tennessee. 


_ Popi Pe 


‘X 

WE EXTEND our sympathies herewith to former Presidents Wash- 

ington, Jefferson, 
Jackson and Lincoln. 
They were all unfor- 
tunate in living and 
serving before the era 
of the ‘Teddy Bear 
and the Billy Possum. 
None of them, so far 
as we know, ever had 
a toy named after him, 
the nearest approach 
to one being the Wash- 
ington Toby. Ah,had 
it only contained such 
names as Georgie Dog, 
Tommy Pig, Andy Pup 
and Abey Moo Cow, 
how immeasurably en- 
riched would history’s 
roll have been! 


4 


EvenrTuALLy the city 
will own the gas- 


works. And by that 
time gas will be out of 
date. 

ha 


Now that Taft is to be 

President, it is no 
‘more than right that 
the Chief Executive’s 
salary should be 
$100,-o00 annually. 
A man of Taft’s build 
frequently finds it diffi- 
cult to make both ends 
meet, 

S 


Lov Pavn’s objection 

to Governor Hughes’ 
primary reform on the 
ground that it would 
tend to spread cor- 
ruption is one of the 
most forceful arguments 
ever advanced by this 
well known political purist. 


THE HAUNTED 


To Say NOTHING OF THE SENATE. 


Avucustus THomaAs suggests a speculative theatre, where idle actors 
may find employmert. It is a good idea,—if only because Sa- 
tan finds some mischief still for idle hams to do. 
7 
|v micHT be a good idea to revise Congress before proceeding 
with the Tariff. 
h 
[N ORDER to coax Jeffries into the ring again fifty thousand dollars 
has been offered to him, win or lose. We have in mind another 
hard-hitter who doesn’t 
have to be coaxed. 
For exactly fifty thou- 
sand dollars he fights 
365 days in the year; 
and, for aught we 
know, goes to bed with 
the gloves on. 
B 
Just because he was 
charged with favor- 
ing the Great Northern 
Railroad and other cor- 
porations, Judge Milo 
A. Root of Seattle has 
been found guilty of 
“gross impropriety” by 
the Washington State 
Bar Association. Gross 
Impropriety! Will these 
reckless attacks upon 
“the integrity of our 
courts” never cease ? 
7 
ASHINGTON, Jan. 10.— 
If Corgress adopts the 
type of battleship recom- 
mended by Secretary New- 
berry, the United States 
will have the most power- 
ful ship afloat. 
—Washington Wire. 
That is, of course, 
until Germany, France 
or Great Britain builds 
the next “most power- 
ful ship afloat,” and the 
costly farce continues. 
aE 
[fF RoosEVELT  suc- 
ceeds Depew as Sen- 
ator from New York, 
and Bryan goes to 
Washington as the Sen- 
ator from Nebraska, 
the other members of the 
world’s greatest deliberative 
body may as well stay home. 
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7 admiral is stern and grave; 
His glance is cold, his brow is dark, 
As.o’er the briny ocean wave 
He rides his trusty saddle-shark. 


From Boston to the British shore 
Is not too far for whales to swim; 
This does not soothe the commodore — 
It seems a weary trip to him. 


The captain’s face is sad enough; 

His language does not sound devout, 
The while he strips him to the buff, 
And starts to climb a waterspout 


The bos’n’s whistle now is dumb— 
He makes a most outrageous fuss 

Because he finds his time has come 
To wrestle with an octopus. 


The mermaids circle round the fleet 
In vain, with siren smiles and becks; 
The sailors see them not; their feet 
Are sprinting up and down the decks. 
Walt Mason. 
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THE SOCIALISTS. 


“Oh, none at all. 
Leading Citizen. 


Nothing to them, you 
know, positively noth- 
ing.” 

“That’s strange,” 
repeated the Man 
From Mars. “I was 
talking to one of them 
the other day and what 
he said sounded rather 
plausible.” 

“'That’s one of the 
main troubles with 
them,” explained the 
Leading Citizen. 
“They’re too plaus- 
ible, but it won’t work, 
you know, won't work 
at all.” 

“What do you do 
to combat it?” con- 
tinued the Man From 
Mars. 

“Nothing at all. 
Nothing at all. That 
would be a waste of time. 
The best way is not to notice 


ND WHAT FIGURE do the Socialists cut in your national elec- 
tions?” inquired the Man From Mars. 


None at all,” expostulated the 


“That’s strange,” rejoined the Man from Mars knit- 
ting his brow. “I understood that they had grown to 
considerable proportions.” 

“Oh, well, they have grown some, of course, but then, 
you know, they are such an impracticable lot of dreamers. 





THE Monk.—Claws to grind! 


READY FOR TEDDY. 


Tusks and teeth to sharpen! 


them. Ignore them altogether.” “Yes, but if they're 
wrong and yet plausible, they must, indeed be a danger- 
ous lot,” suggested the Man From Mars. 
“Quite so. Quite so,” vouchsafed the other. 
“But I dare say you have arguments against them which are 
more plausible than their own,” went on the Marsian. 

“Arguments! Arguments!” sneered the Leading Citizen. 
“You can’t argue with a bunch of dreamers. The idea is prepos- 
terous.” 

“Yes, but tell me what are the chief objections to their claims? 
I am looking for information.” 

“What are their claims?” inquired the Leading Citizen, trying 
his best to be polite. 

“That’s what I am trying to find out. I supposed you knew 
from the way you talked.” 

“Not at all. Not at all. Wouldn’t waste my time on it, sir. 
Wouldn’t waste my time.” 

“T thank you just the same, for what you have told me,” said 
the Man From Mars politely, preparing to go on his way. 

“Notatall,sir. Not 
at all. Don’t mention 
it, ] beg of you. Good 
day, sir.” 

Ellis O. Jones. 


NOBODY PLEASED. 
W IFE (jealously ).— 


George, I didn’t 
like the way you look- 
ed at that woman. 

GEORGE (savagely ). 
—Well, she didn’t 
either. 


NO WASHINGTON, 


“\/7 ESTERDAY that 
boy of mine 
chopped down a cher- 
ry tree.” 
“Ah, an embryo 
President.” 
“No; he lied about it.” 

















are not only admit light and air to our homes, but keep our tvomen- 
kind from becoming morbidly introspective. 








afternoon? ‘There was no money in that. So he 
waited for the remaining few to go. 

They did not go. They ordered their maza- 
grans, not with quite the old assurance, to be sure, 
but still manfully sticking by their ideal. 

There was only one way. Said Pierre to the 
cook: “While the coffee is so good, they will never 
go away. ‘These coquins will ruin me. Put iess 
coffee in the pot.” 

So the coffee grew thin — oh, so thin — but the 
old customers stayed on. 

Then said Pierre to the cook: “These as- 
sassins. will not go away. ‘They will bring me to 
bankruptcy. Put no more coffee in the pot. Fill 













nas EARS AGO, when 
: Forty -second 

Street was distinctly uptown, 
Pierre Maugrabin, Madame Mau- 
grabin, some household belongings 

and a fine sense for good cooking, landed 
on the island of Manhattan and proceeded 
northward toward Washington Square, which was 
then the acknowledged Quartier. 4 

Pierre felt that another restaurant was needed. Madame de- 
lighted to cook. So the sign was put out: “Café Maugrabin. 
Table*d’héte.” 

Good for M. Maugrabin. Good for Madame. 
for those who came to eat. Price, forty cents. 

Now, the soups were Provengale—sturdy and satisfying; and 
the poulets were the pride of the hencoops—juicy and brown; 
and the roasts were tender and sweet; and the salads were crisp 
and triumphant. But best of all was the coffee—the coffee of 
M. Maugrabin; and all the hard-up artists (of whom there were 
not a few) and all the aspiring journalists (of whom there was 
the usual lamentable many) came to linger over the aromatic won- 
der concocted in the rear room of Café Maugrabin. 

You could get a demi-tasse after dinner, which is enough after 
dinner. But the joy of life was to drop in at any hour during the 
day and call: “Pierre, a mazagran/” for Pierre was the waiter, 
Madame the cashier, and the mazagran was a large glass of that 
marvelous beverage, yclept coffee — yclept other, and maddening 
things. 

For ten cents, then, a mazagran. And you could sit for hours, 
and read and write, or hear Pierre lie. The ink 
was excellent ; there was writing-paper of 
good quality. Zheu fugaces / 

An artist prospered, and 
brought his opulent friends 
to Café Maugrabin. ; 
Café Maugrabin pros- 
pered, and Madame left 
the kitchen. Pierre pros- 
pered, bought a cash- 
register—and decom- 
position had set in. 
The food grew expen- 
sive and bad. For both 
reasons the merry crew 
that had listened so 
amiably to the lies of 
the proprietor, either 
found another new 
place, or, in despair, 
married. Some who 
would have stayed for 
old time’s sake, were 
driven away by the bad 
ink and  penmanship- 
school pens. Z 

All but a handful asset 
went away, and never re- 9 ‘*** 
turned. Pierre was glad; 
why should they occupy 
his tables with a ten-cent 
mazagran and read all the 


Very good 











OH, NO! 
THIS IS NOT A SUMMER SCENE; 
HEATED FLAT, ON A WARMISH EVENING IN JANUARY. 


IT 1s MERELY THE AVERAGE STEAM- 


un it is only by forgiving 


it with something else.” 

So there was no more coffee. And the cook did most hein- 
ously. But the old guard stayed on, They ordered their mazagrans 
—and drank them; and stayed all 
the afternoons, disregarding the 
awful glances from the pro- ee 


















prietor. 

Great was the sor- 
row of M. Maugrabin, as 
he walked about his café 
one afternoon, looking 
from table to table, and 
espying here and there a 
man lingering over a tall 
glass of dark liquid (no 
longer coffee) and read- 
ing the newspapers, 
smoking furiously, or 
writing on the costly sta- 
tionery. Villains! 

“They will drive me 
mad!” commented Pierre. 
Then he said to himself: “ Name 
of God, how can those scoundrels drink that awful stuff ?” 

He was emboldened to ask. 

Approaching the nearest member of the old guard. he said, 
politely: ‘Your coffee, m’sieu, it is good, moreover.” 

“T use it as a cathartic only. It is very efficient. 

Pierre scratched his head. ‘Name of name,” he thought. 
“The miserable! as a cathartic!” And he approached the next 

man who sat over a ten-cent mazagran. 
“Good afternoon, m’sieu. 
(Sarcastically) We do not see 
you here often nowadays, is it 
not? Still itis the excellent 
coffee which brings you.” 

“Very useful. It is 
only after drinking a maz- 

agran that I can enjoy 
my wife’s coffee.” 

Pierre swore silent- 

ly to himself. It was, 

then, that he was to 
be ruined. He made 
his way to a table 
where a young man, 
evidently of the newer 
brand of customers, sat 
toying witha mazagran. 
“He cannot be one of 
them,” said Pierre. “I 
must warn him that the 
coffee is not good.” 

“ B’jour, m’sieu. But 
youlike your coffee, nev- 
ertheless ?” 

“What ? Where ?” ask- 
ed the young man, looking 
around, perplexed. Then he 
saw the anxious glance of 
Pierre on the tall glass. “Oh, 
that? That isn’t coffee. That’s 
a mazagran.” 


“It is very efficient.” 


Freeman Tilden. 





our neighbor that we can trap the 


scoundrel into admitting that he has wronged us. 











THE ORNAMENTAL SUFFRAGETTES. 


N English renaissance in Art 
We note that women mean to start; 
For see them on their mission bent 
Re-decorating Parliament, 


And all the House with rage half parboiled 
At finding Parliament be-gargoyled 
At all the iron grills and frets 


By ornamental suffragettes. A. C. Bunner, 


A SUGGESTION. 


pee as a suggestion, and with no wish to interfere with the 
plans of the magazines for the coming year, might it be sug- 
gested that some one of them ought to print an article on Abraham 
Lincoln? Next February will be the centenary of his birth, and 
no doubt many magazine readers would be glad to hear something 
of his life and work. 


FESTIVALS. 


E Pye ad remarked the Modern, thinking himself very mag- 
nanimous, “is after all but the perpetuation of your Satur- 
nalia, that is, essentially.” ; 

“Don’t you believe it!” protested the Ancient Roman, heat- 
edly. ‘We never ran our legs off and spent our last cent to 
make gifts the only lasting effect of which would be to create 
irksome and bootless obligations. Nor did we drive our trades- 
people frantic with our tumultuary shopping at the last moment, 
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No, sir, everybody had a good time, in our 
Saturnalia. Nobody viewed its 
coming with dread, or its passing 
with relief.” 

“Well, at all events,” ar- 
gued the Modern, determined to 
find something in common be- 
tween the old festival and the new, DP 
“it came but once a year.” 


A NOBLE LOVE. 


“Ts THE contract of dower properly 
drawn up, signed and witnessed ?”’ 
asked the Count of Castle-on-the-Bum. 

“Yes,” sighed Gladys Golden. 

“There are no loopholes through which your wise lawyers of 
Philadelphia might creep ?” 

* Not a loophole,” said the fair Gladys. 

“And your father’s holdings in Amalgamated Whalebone, 
American Cheese and Macaroni and Tin Soup-plate 6’s have not 
been affected by the recent depression ?” 

“No, dearest,” answered Miss Golden, firmly. 

“Then I love you,” said the noble Count; and two fond hearts 
beat as one. 


FOR WEDDING IDIOTS. 


Goop Luck TOKENS IN THE SLIPPER 
LINE, TO BE TOSSED AT 
Happy COvUPLES. 


EXCELLENT REASON. 
BBs Dominiz.— How is it, my young friend that your mother 
always does the carving when you have company to dinner? 
FREDDIE.—’Cause dad always says things while he’s doing it. 





FORGOTTEN LATCHKEY. 
‘‘HerE Comes Papa!!” 

































THE NEW FAVORITES. 


THE tumult and the shouting dies, 
We must confess. 
To other heroes promptly flies 
The fickle press. 


The Kermits and the Quentins go, 
And Fortune wafts 

Into the limelight’s fitful glow 
The little Tafts. 






Will S. Adkins. 





SHOWING. 


N IMMENSE floor space pressed by 
tired cars andattired feet. Every 
kind of a wagon from the lan- 
guid limosine to the bull dog- 
gish racer, with here and there 
the bungalow like form of some 
taxicab. Decorations are only 
out-done by the cars in the imported 
section. 

It is the first evening, and it is also 
the first thing in town to go to, during 
the aforesaid evening. ‘The glistening 
of white bosoms and dinner gowns, 
mingling with the darker hues of the 
breeze wagons. Inhabitants strolling 
about with that expensive knowing ex- 
pression, the look that comes only from 
close association with collateral. It 
is a show, in fact everything within the building is on exhibition, 
but the price tag is sometimes missing. 

As they stroll through groves of scented motor-cars, the auto- 
mobiling ‘‘ How-do-you-do,” is handed out. It is a rapid head 
shake acquired from speaking at ninety an hour. 

Approaching some exhibit the limosine haunter, will exclaim to 
his fair electric-brohamestr, ‘This, dear, is a carburettor. They are 
very essential for hill-climbing.” “Oh! how 
interesting,” retorts the delicate one. “We 
must have one put in our car right away 

The business storer or limosine 
resider is a most discriminating pur- 
chaser. Nothing but wide doors 
and deep cushions are interesting 
to him. 

The feminine electric handler 
is something quite superior. 

She has a fine sense of 
the fitness of ninety 
horse-power racing 
runabouts. 

Now coming 
down the aisle are 
two young men of 
the “just through with 
College Clothes” type. 
They are the brand that I. 
ride in a motor with ‘There, there, Baby! 
sleeves rolled up no and eat your nice dinner 

























































Stop crying 


“Um— Um—Um!! 
not eating nice dinner ? 


SOUTHWARD! 


THE ANNUAL MIGRATION, 


THE ABSENT MINDED 


*Isn’t Baby ’shamed of himself for 


matter the temper- 
ature of the day, and 
a begoggled bull-dog 
on the dash. The 
boys that slam the gears 
about, cut close to corners, 
with the exhaust cut-out- 
too. You have all seen him 
around the Summer resorts. | Approach- 
ing the stand of some imported buggy, 
Faddie Whitclose, says to his companion, 
“Trappycar that. Not a bit too low hung. 
Just sent in a check for one. Come on up, 
and I will talk to the salesman, so the 
newspaper crowd will get on to the thing. 
No, I will never handle the boy on an 
ordinary road. Have a private parkway 
being built.” Always Grandstan  scrutinizes 
the monster, and lisps in response, “Not for me. I 
want a six-cylinder glider that you strap four people 
and some trunks on to, and drop down country for 
two hundred miles or more for a week’s end. A 
cross country car. Leap-frog wagon. See.” A 
crowd has congregated in a section of the building. It is 
a stand of the maker of a popular car. An outfit, with these 
specifications,— Forty horse-power motor; transmission, motor and 
clutch, all cast in one globule. Seats seven, weight five hundred 
pounds, speed seventy miles; all steel case hardened aged in wood 
warranted. Selective type of tonneau. Lubricator and brakes 
supplied as an extra. Control very simple, (Directions)— Open her 
up—then hang on. The car for town use. Simplicity,—mean- 
ing simply in the city. 
Follow the crowd and you are up 
against the cars that the racing 
crowd drove in the road events 
of the season. Big 
greasy lozenges, 
with smoke _ holes 
in the hood. You 
are looking at the 
original poster effect 
in motor-cars. The 
grandstand passers, 
or the cars that 
suit the popular 
frame of mind. 
Demonstrations are 
given. . A demonstration 
in a closed car is one of 
IL. the best tests of mechan- 
Daddy likes it. ical ingenuity —over a 
wet pavement. Demon- 


PARENT. 







‘“‘Um-um-um! 
Daddy thinks it’s good. 





I’ve eaten it all!!!” 


‘* Heavens! 















HIM. 
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As THEY REALLY LOOKED. 





strating has developed a disease known by the Scientific cortege as 
“Show us.” It is usually contracted at a show, and works out 
during the week, in the shape of many rides in the park, down 
the boulevard, or in the suburbs. It seldom results in harm. Oh 
the happy time of the chronic demonstrator enjoyer. 
You hear talk of floating rear axles, with a 
a dry one in front. Someone shows you cyl- 
inders cast from one to six, being closely 
timed. Shocks absorbed before they are 
sprung on the springs. Brakes con- 
tracting an internal congestion on 
the rearhubs. Horsepower 30- 
60 take your pick. Mag- 
netos are worn becom- 
ingly under the bonnet. 
You listen to all this, 
and it is the same old 
show. Howard B. Horner. 













NO SHOW. 


” | gyeeeeg ae OBSTACLES” 
have been definitely 
found to prevent the mar- 
riage of an American young woman with an Italian nobleman, in 
spite of the fact that negotiations were ably and delicately con- 
ducted by the newspapers of several countries. The Duke will go 
as far North as possible— preferably to the Pole. ‘The lady re- 
mains, for the time, untitled, save for the ambiguous “ Miss.” 

‘The most naive statement of the affair comes from an Italian 
journal, said to speak authoritatively. ‘Thus there remains of this 
unpleasant episode,” it comments, “only the unpleasant memory of 
the indecent acrobatic behavior of the yellow section of the Ameri- 
can press.” 

Can the Roman editor be unaware that the American press was 
saving its real efforts for the nuptials? If he seriously believes that 
the ingenuity of the Fourth Estate was exhausted merely in a few 


WAKING A MONKEY OF HIMSELF. 


descriptions of engagement tokens, the Zigerie of the woman, and 
the discussion of possible scandals at Court, he is indeed a simple 
soul. Acrobatic! Simply the introductory flip-flaps of a refined 
vaudeville turn. Freeman Tilden. 





THEIR LOT. 


~ and her daughters, consisting of the Misses Courtesy, 
Temperance and Chastity, were looking around for a suitable 
place to live. 

“TI think my dears” said Virtue, “that we would better go to 
town. The rents are somewhat high it is true, but there are more 
opportunities for folks in our circumstances.” 

So it was understood, and they went. They entered on a trolley. 
The conductor pushed them 
off the car near the Rialto, and in 


Courtesy was badlydamaged. They ___ | 






OR.GUTTENBERG 
OBESITY 


SPECIALIST | 
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tried to put up atthe Colony Club, 
but Temperance was not proper- 
ly dressed. They registered at 
what they thought was a quiet 
hotel, but immediately a police- 
man came in and arrested Chas- 
tity for being a vagrant. 

They are now living in a 
tent in the suburbs, in a vacant 
lot, and cooking their own meals. 

“Never mind dears” said 
Virtue, when brought to it, 
“Thank Heaven, we're are al- 
ways sufficient unto ourselves.” 








ARISTOCRATIC _FOWLS. 


“ By ANIMALS have their social < 
customs and institutions ?” CORPORATION COUNSEL. 
“T presume so. I have no 
doubt that the geese have :heir Descendants of the Cacklers Who 
Saved Rome.” 








he way to truth is narrow and rough, but what makes it hardest to travel 


is @ man’s own prejudices all the time shouldering him off the track. 
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The Vice-Presidential Mara- | 


thon — Oblivion Wins! 
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A TRIFLE IMPERTINENT. 
OsT O’ DE BRUDDREN, |’s pleas- 
ed to say, has been tollable 
lib’ral,” a bit severely began 
good old Parson Bagster, 
when the result of the collection had 
been reported to him, “but I regrets 
to state dat de sistahs has been 
dess de diverse. Dey hasn’t 
contributed sca’cely nuthin’ to 
de awgin-fund. ’Tain’t as if 
dey isn’t got no money. Sis- 
tahs, lemme ax yo’: Whuh 
does yo’ putt yo’ money? 
De Lawd knows —” 

“ Dat’sall right, Pahson!” 
interrupted Brother Tarr, ris- 
ing in his place in he midst 
of the congregation.  Dat’s 

ight bout de Lawd know- 
in. | knows whuh sis- 
tahs in gen’l putts deir mon- 
ey, but isn’t yo’ gittin’ slightly 
spectacular in axin’ de infaw- 
mation for yo’se’f? Yassah, 
dess a little spectacular?” 

1s clothes said he was a 


H tramp but his brow was 
high and his manner grand. 
“Madame, may I request the 
favor of a pair of your hus- 
band’s cast-off trousers? These 

are somewhat passée.” This, with 
a sweep of a tattered hat, brought 
results in the shape of a pair of 
hubby’s oldest, which were just about 
two degrees better than those the 
tramp was wearing. After a critical survey of his acquisition, in- 
stead of the polite words of thanks the good woman was waiting 
for, the tramp volunteered with a deep, long-drawn sigh of regret 
‘**Madame, I see your husband discards from weakness.” 
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THE RULING PASSION. 


in all likelihood, Willie. 


| guy: 
aie 



























LO, THE POOR 


Boy.— What is the Indian looking for, Pop? 
His DAD (with deep feeling).—For a decent cigar, 





HIS GRUMP. 
3 f° years and years,” grouch- 
ed the Old Codger, in his 
wi, usual pessimistic way, ‘we have 
Ki been sending missionaries to the 
Chinese — plank- shaped and 
tub-shaped ones, both with 
side-whiskers, who spake in 
nasal tones and acted with the 
chastened intolerance of hy- 
enas; young, dried-up ones 
with weak eyes and weaker 
intellects; slimy, sliding ones, 
who were gathering material 
from which to lecture and 
with which to furnish a house 
or two when they got back; 
old-maid ones that looked like 
flying-machines or old-fashion- 
ed churns, just as it happened ; 
and a glorious list of others, 
all of whom needed the money 
and cost us a great deal. And, 
still, in spite of our beneficence 
to themward, the ungrateful 
Chinese ’pear to be just as 
unregenerate and almost as 
peculiar as they were in the 
first place. What say ?” 
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IN ROME. 


HE ingredients of a Roman 
holiday look pretty coarse 
to us. Their sports, for instance. 
If Commodus and Nero and other 
leaders of thought in those days had 
been really up to the psychology of 
thrills, they would have formed their 
lions and their gladiators into elevens, 
and thus set them against each other to some purpose. Likewise 
their feasts. How could these be better than relatively plain, with the 
medical practitioners so meagerly instructed in the art of saving 
people from the consequences of sensual indulgence ? R. B. 


INDIAN. 








WHY WE HAVE AMERICANITIS. 






























we 








y 





MOA . [ 


: S DITOIOWOWEYOMNE » 
Up, TS C YIN , 
c gen 


























Ma We 


MB L723 in 
wore 


Trees 



















AMERICA. 


IN 


Been 
Pay 


AMERICAN (after lunch). —Can’t stop for any dessert! 
here fi’ Man waiting for me at the office! 
m'check for me, will you, old man! 


minutes now! 


In EvuRopPE, 


EuRoprAN (after lunch).— 1 think you have me checkmated, Gustav. 
His FRIEND.—Ach, take your time, Steinbrenner. You have only 
studied that move twelve minutes. 




















Over 


$306.000.000. 


New Life Insurance 

















Written and Paid for in 1908! . 


The Most Remarkable Year | | 


In the History of 


The Prudential 


This Magnificent Record is Due to 


| Public Appreciation of the NEW “Low-Cost” Ordinary 
Policy, the New Industrial Policy, the New Monthly 
Income Policy—all meeting the Demand for 


GUARANTEED LIFE INSURANCE 


It also shows Popular Approval of the 
Administration, Strength, Liberality and 
Fair Dealing of the Company. 











RUDENTIAL | 
_nas TH c 
STRENGTH OF Send us your age and we will tell 


GIBRALTAR | you what The Prudential will do 
sp for YOU in Life Insurance. 











The Prudential Insurance Company 
OF AMERICA 


Incorporated as a Stock Company by the State of New Jersey. 


JOHN F. DRYDEN, Prest. Dept. P. Home Office, Newark, N. J. 








J.& F.MARTELL 


Cognac 


(Founded 1715) 


x*x* 


FINE OLD 
LIQUEUR 


ga BRANDIES 


GENUINE OLD 
BRANDIES MADE 
FROM WINE 





Sole Agents 
G. S. NICHOLAS & CO. 
New York 








THE new Emperor of China is just 
two years old. So we suspect he is 
pretty much of a tyrant, after all.— 
Washington Herald. 


LitTLE Wire.—Grandad, what 
makes a man always give a woman a 
diamond engagement ring? 

GRANDFATHER. — The woman,— 
Philadelphia Enquirer. 


PHOTOGRAPHER (fo young man ).— 
It will make a much better picture if 
you put your hand on your father’s 
shoulder. 

THE FaTHER.— Huh! It would be 
much more natural if he had his hand 
in my pocket!— Lustige Welt. 


UNcLE EPH (reading newspaper ).— > 4 * * 
By gum! They must be queer people 
down in New York! W H i > K FY 
AunT Hutpau.— Why, pa? 
UncLe Epu.— It says here that they For Sale Everywhere 
: ep eS W. A. TAYLOR & Co. 
have just put a feller in jail for water- 


; = x SOLE AGENTS New YORE 
ing his stock! — Scranton Tribune. 























PUCK PROOFS 


PHOTOGRAVURES FROM PUCK 


Copyright, 1908, by Keppler & Schwarzmann. 

















PAX VOBISCUM. 
Photogravure in Sepia, 8 x 11 in. 
PRICE FIFTY CENTS. 


By Carl Hassmann., 


Copyright 1908 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 
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POCKETED. _ 
Photogravure in Sepia, 11 x 8 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


By Stuart Travis. 





These are but two examples of PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Ten Cents for Catalogue with over Seventy Miniature 
Reproductions. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 
Trade supplied by Gubelman Publishing Co.. 801 Third Ave., New York 




















BETTER WALK. 


THE MALE MEMBER OF THE TEAM.— De agent says dat 
train’s foh hours late. Seems sorter foolish t’ wait foh hours 
fo’ a train only t’ git put off it at de nex’ stashun bekase yo’ 
can’t pay yo’ fare. : 





To half a grape fruit add a teaspoonful of Abbott's 
Bitters, and sugar to suit the taste. It’s the ideal 
way to serve this delicious fruit. 





Too TRUE. 


“No one understands me!” he groaned; “no one on earth.” 

It is the old story wrung from many a tortured, youthful heart. The 
sufferer-is generally mistaken, but the pain is no less pdignant. Yet in this in- 
stance the man’s complaint was true. Nobody on earth could understand him. 

For he was an announcer of trains at the Union Depot.— Cleveland Leader. 


ADVICE. 


> 


“You’s got to put a certain amount of dependence on yohself,” said 
Uncle Eben. “De man dat goesaroun’ lookin’ foh too much advice is liable 
to find hissef in de position of de gemman dat gits so interested readin’ de time- 
table dat he misses his train.”— Washington Star. 
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CLERK.— But you 
just bought this nov- 
el and paid for it. 

CUSTOMER.— Yes. 

CLERK. — Then 
why do you wish to 
return it? 

CusToMER.—I 
read it while waiting 
for my change.— 
Cleveland Leader. 


PHILIP MORRIS 


ORIGINAL LONDON 


CIGARETTES 


‘*YOUNG man,” 
said Mr. Bluffkins, 
‘‘when I was your 
age I always stood at 
thehead of myclass.” 

‘*Well, answered 
the fearfully preco- 
cious boy, ‘‘maybe 
teachers were casier 
to fool then than they 
are now.”— Wash- 
ington Star. 


All good people 
like them. Near- 
ly all good peo- 
ple smoke them LittLE NEPHEW. 
—Auntie, did you 
marry an Indian? 
Aunt. — Why do 


you ask such silly 
questions, Freddie? 


In Little Brown Boxes 





OLD 
OVERHOLT 
RYE 


Almost a century of 
continuous manufac- 
ture under the same 
formula and in the 


same old way. 


A. OVERHOLT & Co. 


Established 1810 





PITTSBURG, PA. | 





4 MBASSADOR 


after-dinner size 


LitTLeE NEPHEW. 
—Well, I saw some 
scalps on your dress- | 
ing-table.-- Fliegende | 
Blatter. 


CAMBRIDGE 
the regular size 





John D. Rockefeller. 





New York American. 


ever, hasn’t got the hurry-up habit.— 


| 
“We are living too rapidly,” says | 


Justice, how- 





“‘T AINT insultin’ 
of yer—I tell yer I’m | 
simply callin’ of yer | 
a jiar’ an’ yer ARE 


one! "— Punch. 


‘ 
| 
| 


ALGY.— Myrtle, 
what are your objec- 
tions to marrying 
me? 

MyrTLE.—I have 
only one objection, 
Algy. I'd have to 
live with you.—CAi- 
cago Tribune. 


Younc MAN.— 
Why do you advise 
Miss Smith to go 
abroad to study mu- 
sic? You know she 
has no talent. 

OLD Man.—I live 
next door to Miss 
Smith.— Zown and 
Country. 


‘“‘Is THE new fil- 
ing system a suc- 
cess?” 

‘*Great!”’ 

‘* And how’s busi- 
ness ?”’ 

‘Oh, we’ve stopped 
business to attend to 
the filing system.’’— 
Boston Traveler. 





THE SLUMBERS OF THE BROOK. 
The poetical young man with soulful eyes was walking 
with his matter-of-fact brother by the brookside. 
‘‘How the stream tosses in its slumber!” he exclaimed. 
“Yes,” answered his brother, “and you would, too, if 
your bed was full of stones.”— Youth’s Companion. 


AFRAID TO BE USEFUL. 

“Go down stairs and bring me up a scuttle of coal, 
and then run over to the store and get me a cake of yeast, 
will you ?” asked the wife. 
“I’m afraid of tiring myself out, dear; I’ve got to run 

in a Marathon race next week, you. know, 


husband.— Yonkers Statesman. 


Best WIsHES. 
“What do you think!” exclaimed the theatrical star, 
proudly. “They are going to name a new cigar after me.” 
“Well,” rejoined the manager, here’s hoping it will 
draw better than you do.”— Chicago News. 


ScHOoL TEACHER.— How old are you, John Olsen? 
“Ay not know how old ay bane.” 
“Well, when were you born ?” 

“ Ay not born at all; ay got stepmutter.”— A/chison Globe. 





[|nderberg 
- fhe World Pott % 
\° Bitters 


For pleasure, for 
profit, for both. 
Benefits while it 
stimulates. Cre- 
== ates appetite and 
4, aids digestion. 
— Sold Everywhere 
LUYTIES BROTHERS, 
U.S. Agents, New York. 











AFTER March 4, he will be T. R., 
President Dowager.— New York Fost. 





DENY OKIE 


} ON CREDIT 


A Diamond For a Valentine. *‘Diamonds Win 
Hearts’’ you know. Select a diamowd from our 1909 
Catalog. Diamonds inerease in value 10 to 20% a year. 


Pay 1-5 on delivery, balance in 8 monthly payments. 
[orTis Dept. A GO, 92 State St., Ohicago, Lil. 














” 


replied the 


HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


PAPER WAREHOUSE, 


32, 84 and 86 Bleecker Street. 
BRanow - Wannnouse : 20 Beekman Street, } New Yous, 


All kinds of Paper made to order 



















Tt not only gives a high, glowing,dur- 
1 


1" 
able polish to all metals,but the polish (ESN 
Bar Keepers Friend 


lasts, it will shine on! It benefits all metals, minerais 
‘wood while cleaning them. 25¢ 1 Ib box. For sale by 


and dealers. nd 2c stamp for sample to 
liam Hoffman, 295 E. Washington St.,indiansapaiis. 























































THE 


INDEX. 


FATHER.—So you’ve been speculating in the Street again, have you, son? 
I told you to be careful of those sure-thing tips. 

Son.— How do you know I had a sure-thing tip? 

FATHER.— By the expression of your face. 





Remove the core from half a grape fruit, add tea- 
spoonful of Abbott's Bitters, and pulverized sugar to 








BUNNER’S 
Short Stories 





SHORT SIXES 


They will delight all sorts and 
conditions of readers. 
— Pittsburgh Dispatch. 


The Runaway Browns 


Will bring more than one hearty 
laugh even from those unused to 
smile.—N., P. & S. Bulletin. 


Made in France 


Though the creations are de 
Maupassaunt’s the style is Bun- 
ner’s, and we are well acquainted * 
with that quaint humor and orig- 
inality. — Detroit Free Press. 


More Short Sixes 


You smile over their delicious 
absurdities, perhaps, but never 
roar because they are “awfully 
funny.”— Boston Times. 


The Suburban Sage 


Mr. Bunner in the present vol- 
ume writes in his most happy 
mood. — Boston Times. 





Five Volumes, in Cloth, - $5.00 
or separately : 
Per Volume, - - 17.00 


For sale by all Booksellers, 
or by mail from the 
Publishers on receipt 
of price. 


Address: 
PUCK, New York. 








suit taste, and you have a delightful dish. 




















A PAIR OF THEM. 





OU’RE sure that you have everything?” said Hawkins 
to his wife after he had arranged all of her various 
articles of hand luggage in the car in which she 
was to ride from Buffalo to Omaha. 

“Yes, dear; I think that I have every single 
thing; but let me look in my hand-bag again and 
see if by any chance—O George! If I haven’t 











left my hand mirror on my dressing table! I just 
knew 1 would forget something!” 
“So did I,” said George. “But it can’t be 





helped now. I'll do it up and send on to you 
as soon as I go home. I wonder if a woman 
on earth ever started on a journey without forgetting something!” 

“T thought I had everything, and—if I haven’t come away and left all 
three of those new magazines I was going to bring with me. Isn’t that too 
provoking ?” 

“Well, you'll haye to buy some more. Anything else forgotten?” 

“T hope not! It always upsets me so to get ready for a journey, and I — 
why, George, if I haven’t left all three of. my rings in the bath room! I ‘took 
them off when I washed my hands just before I started. You must mail them 
or express them right away for —where under the sun could my wits have 
been this morning? They must have been very far afield for I have come 
away and left my brand new silk umbrella at home. Of course I will want it 
during the six weeks I am to be gone. I don’t see but you'll have to express 
it to me for it cost nine dollars and I don’t want to get another or—” 

“Oh, I'll express it, of course. Nothing else to do, but it does beat the 
band the way you women forget things. I don’t know what would become 
of us men if we didn’t keep our wits about us any more than you women 
do, for—there’s the conductor’s ‘all aboard!’ Good-bye! Send me a list 
of all the other things you have forgotten! Yes, yes, I'll send— good-bye! 
Take good care of yourself, and don’t forget half your things when you leave 
the train! Good-bye!” 

“Tt does beat the band how a woman will forget half her little belongings 
when she starts on a journey,” said Hawkins as he walked toward his car. “I 
don’t know what I would do if—great Scott! If I haven’t forgotten to give 
her her ticket! Of all the fool things that ever a man did! To stand there 
gabbing to her ten minutes before the train started, and then to walk off with 
her ticket here in my pocket! I think I’d better hire some one to kick me! 
Now I reckon I'll have to do some telegraphing and I'll be getting a letter a 
yard long from my wife reproaching me for my vagrant memory!” 

Max Merryman, 



















































A BLUNDER SOMEWHERE. 

Mr. MCROONEY (slightly indisposed).—’ Tis not enough av these 
pills yez got me, Norah. It says, begorry, ‘‘take from two t’ four 
iv’ry noight,” an’ bad cess t’ thim, Oi’ve took thim all an’ ’tis only 
quarter past three. 


AND STILL INCREASING. 


42 HAT is the matter with the service this afternoon?” asked the angry 
manager of the telephone exchange, “ the town is in a tumult and 
every subscriber has a complaint.” 

“Tt can’t be avoided,” explained a subordinate calmly. ‘The papers came 
out and said that a man by the name of Smith had been injured in a trolley 
wreck. As a result every Smith is telephoning to every other Smith to learn 
if the Smith who was struck was his Smith.” 











Copyright 1906 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 

















THE LOVE SCENE. 
By Gordon H. Grant. 


Photo Gelatine Print, 12 x 9 in. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 























A SUMMER CONSTELLATION. 
By Gordon H. Grant. 
Photogravure in Sepia, rrx8 in. PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 


By George Blake. 


Trade supplied by Gubelman Company, 801 Third Avenue, New York 





PUCK PROOFS 


Photogravures from PUCK 


These are but a few examples 
of PUCK PROOFS. Send 
Ten Cents for Catalogue 
with over Seventy Mini- 
ature Reproductions. | 


Copyright , 1908, by Keppler @ Schwarzmann 





HUNGRY. 
Photogravure In Carbon Black, 8 x 11 In. 
PRICE TWENTY-FIVE CENTS. 





Copyright, 1906, by Keppler & Schwarzmann 











EVOLUTION OF THE ENGAGEMENT RING. 
By Shef Clarke. 


Photo Gelatine Print, 12x 9 in. PRICE 25 CENTS. 





Copyright 1907 by Keppler & Schwarzmann 
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SO YOU’RE GOING HOME TO-MORROW. 
By E. Frederick. 
Photogravure fn Sepia, 20x 15 in. 


Address PUCK, 295-309 Lafayette Street, New York 


PRICE. ONE DOLLAR 
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Hot Springs, Ark. Dwieht, Tl. 


neuventinals Marion, Ind. Grand Rapids, Mieh White Plains, N. Y. 4246 Fifth Ave. 
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for Liquor and 
Drug Using 


A scientific remedy which has been 
skilfully and successfully administered by 
medical specialists for the past 29 years, 
At the following Keeley Institutes: 


Ruffalo, N. Y. Pittsburg, Pa. 














A PHILADELPHIA woman, whose given name is Mary, as is also the name 
of her daughter, had recently engaged a domestic when, to her embarrassment, 


she discovered that the servant’s name, too, was Mary. 


Whereupon there en- 


sued a struggle to induce the applicant to relinquish her idea that she must be 


addressed by her Christian name. 
mising. 


For some time she was] rigidly uncompro- 
“Under the circumstances,” said the lady of the house, “there is 


nothing to do but to follow the English custom and call you by your last name. 


By the way, what is it?” 


“Well, mum,” answered the girl, dubiously, “it's ‘ Darling.’ "— Harper's 


Weekly. 


























DODGING THE TARIFF. 


SapIr.—How can youse afford t’ sell furs so cheap? 


THE MERCHAN?T.—S-h-h-h ! 


buys aproadt, und brings back to dis coontry. 


Dey vos Amerigan goodts vot I 
You gedt dem as 


cheap as der Englisher or der Cherman. 





GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER, 
“its Purity Has Made It Famous.”. 
50c. per case of 6 glass stoppered bottles 





nati, not only makes the best obtaina- 
ble wood and steel filing cabinets in the | 
world, but they also make supplies, such | 
as vertical file folders — guides—card 
index record and guide cards, etc. 

To get the best results in office equip- 
ment buy from the house who is respon- 
sible for the supplies as well as the 
cabinets, : 

It guarantees both. Catalogue free. 


The Globe-Wernicke Co., Cincin- | 
| 





Horse SENSE. 


CusToMER.— Why, I thought you 
called him “the colt?” 

OsTLER.—Sure, yer honor, and 
that’s the name he’s had for the last 
twenty years, and he sticks to it like a 


| respectable baste, the same as yourself! 


— Punch. 


“T want another box of pills like I 
got for mother yesterday.” 

“Did your mother say they were 
good?” 4. 

“No—pbut they just fit my airgun.” 
—Filiegende Blaetter, 


| Why you wed him—horrid man! 


UNUSUAL. 


“Yes; we were disappointed in the 
| peasantry.” 

“As to how?” 

“They always seemed to be work- 
ing. We never found them dancing or | 
singing in chorus.” — Louisville Courier- | 
Journal. | 


ADAM AND Eve. 


What’s a woman? Ask a man, 
What d’you fancy he will say? 





| ** Airs and graces, frills and laces, 


Never knows what she wants each day!’ 
Why; then, gossip, tell me true, 
Why you woo her—as you do. 


Aska woman: What’s a man? 
What d’you fancy she will say? 
‘*Swagg’ring, swearing, overbearing, 
Always wanting to have his way!”’ 
Say, then. gossip, if you can, 


Gentle sir and sweetest madam, 
Would you know the reason true 
Why to-day you scorn each other | 
And to-morrow bill and coo? | 
Ask your parents Eve and Adam, 
They can tell, and—so can you! 
—fall-Mall Gazette. 


DELIBERATION in the movement of 
court cases is what would be called 
laziness, shiftlessness or procrastination 
in any other field of action.— Atchison 
Globe. 


Pat.— Faith, an’ phat is this foot 
’n’ mouth disease? 

Mike.— Why, that’s the thing that 
kilt the Dimmycratic party.— Chicago 
Tribune. 


Hope is born, and dies, at least sev- 
enteen times in a man’s heart before 
the woman who is calling on his wife, 
and has risen to go, reaches the front 
gate.— Atchison Globe. 


“ Au,” complained the visiting noble- 
man, “but you have no privileged 
classes in this country.” 

“We haven’t,eh?” repliedthe prom- 
inent citizen. “You ought to be out 
some night when a gang of college 
boys are on a tear.”— Chicago Record- 
Ferali. 





ANOTHER GOLD MEDAL FOR 
THE PRUDENTIAL. 





PROMINENT LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
RECEIVES HIGHEST AWARD FOR I1s 
EXHIBIT AT INTERNATIONAL ‘TU- 
BERCULOSIS CONGRESS, 


Newark, N. J.—The Prudential Insurance 
Company of America has just been awarded a 
gold medal for its exhibit of charts and dia- 
grams at the International Congress of Tu- 
berculosis recently held at Washington, D, C. 

The exhibit of The Prudential consisted of 
a series of charts illustrating, in a graphic 
form, the mortality from consumption in 
thirty different trades. The charts are de- 
rived from the extensive mortality experience 
of the Company, and no similar facts of oc- 
cupation mortality have heretofore been made 
public by health authorities, or by other life 
insurance companies. The exhibit empha- 
sizes the vast amount of ill health among 
workmen, resulting from continuous expos- 
ure to the different varieties of dust, and na- 
turally has attracted considerable attention. 

The charts are now on view in the Museum 
of Natural History, Central Park West, New 
York, and they will subsequently be shown 
in a number of cities throughout the country, 
as part of a travelling exhibit of the National 
Society for the Study and Prevention of Tu- 
berculosis, to which the same have been pre- 
sented by the Company. 

The award of a gold medal_ by the Inter- 
national Congress of Tuberculosis is in line 
with the awards for former exhibits made by 
The Prudential, and for which a gold medal 
was received at Paris in 1900, the grand prize 
at St. Louis in 1904, and a gold medal, also 
the highest award, from the Jamestown Ter- 














“No one who smokes 


SurRBRUG’S 


ARCADIA 
MIXTURE 


could ever attempt to describe its delights.” 


The Tobaccos are all aged. Age improves 
flavor; adds mildness; prevents biting. In 
the blending, seven different tohaccos are 
used, Surbrug’s “Arcadia” is in a class by 
itself—nothing so rich in flavor—so exhilarat- 
ing in qnality. A mild stimulant. 


At Your Dealer's, 
SEND 10 CENTS for sample which will convince. 


THE SURBRUG COMPANY 
132 Reade Street New York 








POTD OE 
OOOO OEE, 














BOUND 
VOLUMES 


_ * PUCK 


Handsome Addition 


TO ANY LIBRARY 


Complete, Bound in Two 


Ig 


Volumes, Cloth, - 
In Half Morocco, - 


$7.50 
9.00 


We also bind subscribers’ copies, in 
Cloth, at $1.25, or, in Half Morocco, at 
$2.00 per volume. Address, 


PUCK 
NEW YORK 
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“Say, pa?” *Whatisit?” “Cana 
Plymouth Rock hen join the Daught- 
ers of the Revolution?” — Harfer’s 
lVeekly. 


SIFTED down to facts, Mr. Harri- 
man’s proposition to spend $2,000,000 
on improvements on the Southern Pa- 
cific is based on the understanding that 
he can increase freight rates to a point 
that will add $10,000,000 to the road’s 
receipts. — Zhe Commoner, 








Centennial exhibition in 1907. 





USE THE 


BLAIR'S PILLS payee) 


EFFECTIVE 
DRUGGISTS. 
OR 93 HENRY ST. BROOKLYN 


























THE PUCK PRESS 


THE JUNGLE RIDE OF MONK REVERE. 


‘*Teppy Is Cominc!” 














